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FLORRIE: I wonst stop It. It means life and happiness to me,
G God, make them say he*s potty, and 111 give up sucrar
in my tea all through Lent.

MRS. MILLER: That's not giving up very much. You're
trying to break yourself of sugar as it is because you
think it's fattening.

FLORRIE: Well, it's giving up something you like, isn't it?
O God, make them say he's potty, and I promise I won't
go to the pictures all next month, \Skegoes OK wffsrlng to
herself with hr hands clasped and her eje: ;:<.n.>d to tbc
ceiling}

MRS. MILLER: I wish I 'adn't let Dr. Jervis persuade rne. I
never thought they might want to shut ?im up.

ERNIE: It's quite evident he can't manage his own affairs.

MRS. MILLER: 'Ow do you know?

ERNIE: Well, it's obvious, isn't it? Wanting to give his
money away.

FLORRIE: ^Interrupting herself for a moment.1 And filling the
house with riff-raff. O God, make them say he's . . *
[Her voice dwindles away, but her lips keep on moving.}

ERNIE: It's not the behaviour of a sane man. Nobody can
deny that.

MRS. MILLER: 'Ow do you know Vs not sane, and it ain't
all the rest of us as are potty?

ERNIE: That's absurd. Sanity means doing what everybody
else does, and thinking what everybody else thinks.
That's the whole foundation of democracy. If the
individual isn't prepared to act the same way as every-
body else there's only one place for him and that's the
lunatic asylum.

FLORRIE: Don't argue with her, Ernie, O God* make them
say . . .

MRS, MILLER: Jesus didn't do what everybody else did,
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